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Nd mult I then fweet England leave at laſt, 

With the remembrance of all pleaſure paſt ? 
Does Fate decree I muſt renew my dance, 
And wheel abour from England now to France ? 

'Tis vain, I ſee, for tobe great or proud; 

We taſte the Fate oft of the meaner Crowd. 

Though puff'd with greatnefs,we oft make'a buſtle ; 

Dame Fortune rudely does our greatneſs juſtle. 

Happy the Countrey-Swain, who courts the ſhades, 

Whole Privacies no f{ullen Fate invades. 

Happy that Rural Maid who ſees alone 

Her felt a Queen, and plac'd in Beauties Throne, 

Whilſt her admiring Shepherd bows his knee, 

And none like her in all the world can ſee:; 

"Tis happier than all our Pageantrie. 

Honour, the bug-bear that affrights the Great, 

Makes us but ſlaves, and does of freedom cheat ; ; 

Debars us-much of pleaſtres, and of ſport ; 

Robs us of Subſtance, whilſt we Shadows court. 

We ſtand on high, of all merito be ſeen: 

In this alone I do not love the mean ; 

I'de be a Shepherdeſs, or elſe a Queen. 

The laſt exalted is above report, 

Andthother innocently cares,not for't 3 

Whilſt nothing in the world. can prove {o ſtrong, 

To keep us from the ſhot of an ill Tongue: - 

Beauty's a ſhadoyy,,. vain and. empty: thing 3 

I thought that mine might have ſubdu'd a King. 

Though fair I ſeem'd in mine and others eyes, 

My own Duke me and Beauty: did deſpiſe 

Whilſt I was forc'd to wander in diſguile. 

| | A 


I T0 _—_— &— whos wo Wl a; I Ir: 0 Rt ON md Oh "8, pf $4 q 
% 9" Or" vs Lp rater Io ART RT q ET SUW $3887 RS E 
"CET " — as Seer EAR Oc odor thu et JO MTN I AO "PHES OSS $ < ”_ 
j A * 2 TOI F OW TT IT 4 . v : 7 W ARE. £ , Tea * - 
<= LH 7” FED ry I, . vL. © 
2 D er ER 2”; 1 
7 ” (F * 2 S - 
, Ps XE $ » , 00 » v Ba ? 
1 v + * » 
ng pA £ » 


£ :) 


| What various Chance my Fortunes did attend ? 
Alas! when will my rouling Troubles end ? 
As if with Fortune drunk, I reeling go, RE . 
Or like'a Ball that's bandied to and "hho. | _ 
Wave after Wave of Trouble follows ſtill. £ " 
And like a Slave I grind in Fortunes Mill. = 
Forc'd by my Fate, to France T muſt return; 
And-fjor {yect England's loſs Feruly mourn. 
Farewel,ſweet Land, where Peace and Plenty floy, 
4 .Where all things to eaſe wretched Souls do grow”; 
| 5 Where all things fit ro make Life {weet abound, 
And where IT Pleaſure, Eaſe, and Comfort wand: 
Farewel.,the beſt of Princes, and the chief, 
W hoſe Court has given me ſhelter and Relief: bs 
Whoſe Power has me defended like a ſhield, 
Whoſe bounteous hand has me, ev'n me upheld. 
Farewel delightful Windſor, who on high 
Lifts up thy awful head, unto the skie : | . 
Beauty and Strength, Nature and Art agree, 
A Princes Royal Seat to frame in thee. 
Farewel,thou underlying Silver Thames ; 
Oft have I ſported with thy gliding ſtreams, 
And oft my felt. committed to thy Charge, 
Triumphing fate in my delightful Barge ; | +. 2} 
And oft to Whitehal with like pleaſure came, | | 
As Egypts Queen, when ſhe on Cydnus ſwam. 
Farewel the Theater, where I have ſeen 
The Tragick fall of many a lofty Queen : 
Where many a ſad:Intrigue aGed I've known, 
Yet ſcarce could find one equal to my own ; 
And where, if evil Fortune ſtill: purſue, | b 
I may hereafter be well Aced too. 
London farewel, thou City Fair 'and Great, 
The Head of Eng land, CHARLES his Royal Seat : 
May Heav'n ſtill bleſs you, for your Soveraigns fake, 
And may you Jong with him ſweet Peace partake. 
Where e're I go,your goodneſs T ſhall tell, / © "4 
Your Ry and your Love: "Eaglind, farewel. Gs 
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